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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

That she knew so much, and not that she would die! 
Not that most simple thing — for her hands, or her eyes. 

Dead. There were prints in the soft spaded ground 
Which her knees made when she dug her tender plants. 
Above the berry leaves the black garden and all the land 
Steamed with rain like a winded horse, appeared strong. 
And the rain-crow's voice, which we took for a sign of rain, 
Began like a little bell striking in the leaves. 
So I sat in the rain listening to this bird's voice, 
And thought that our friend's mouth now, its "Dead, I am 

dead," 
Was like the rain-crow sounding during the rain : 
As if rain were a thing none of us had ever seen. 

THE THRESHING-FLOOR 

See, in a dead vine, 

How many blackbirds are swinging — the lives there 

In vines and in dead leaves that need no help of you. 

Rein your horse into the salal, Davis, follow down 

The cleared ground, this frosty day, to the threshing-floor. 

Red is women close together in the broken weeds, 

Watching the horses : red dresses and blue, 

Thin cloth of early-day dresses spread among the burrs. 

Yellow is where the threshing-floor is, and horses' hoofs 
Beat the grain-heads into chaff ; and cold wind 
Strews chaff over the bushes and to the eyes. 
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H. L. Davis 

Women call to the horse-driver, and laugh out 

At the man behind the horses who catches the horse-droppings 

With his hands to keep the grain clean. 

And, crippled old man, 
You shake in this cold wind, yet have come out-of-doors 
To see your grain threshed again : under the sky, clearer 
Than a beach, you stand shaking, and face the chaff with red 
eyes. 

I fork a horse on the hill above the threshing-floor. 
Driver and bundle-handlers, the ones in red dresses, 
I must lose none of this ; because men I have known 
Are less simple, or are secret as birds in vines. 

FROM A VINEYARD 

The bushes have borne few berries, scarcely a color 
That hangs against the rocks and dips when the wind, 
Aimed against the low branches, bows them to the root. 
Back of this poor river country the grain is housed ; 
And blackbirds, going to eat a little dropped grain, 
Hurry from the cold beaches. What must begin 
But thoughts of my friends yonder: of such a life, 
And of such a man's body. One Laura, who is my friend, 
Whose throat is round without shadow, and the warmth 
Is like fire upon the eyes; Italian woman, dark-haired 
Worker in the bearing vines — I envy them 
Who know how your breast shaped, who measured you 
From little to tall woman. 
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